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A damned bad way. If a man goes about
saying he's miserable and wretched and weak,
and please pity him, he's being honest too,
in a way. And that's a damned bad way, too.
It's not so easy to know when you're honest,
It's no use saying we are what we are. I
always had a suspicion that was no good.
I can say I generally had the decency to keep
myself to myself. But the truth I've had to
discover is that, instead of being what we are,
if we aren't something better, we're nothing
at all. Just an emptiness that fills with
gangrene and festers. Much worse than
nothing, in fact. There's no abiding place.
Either you get better or you get worse, finer
or grosser. You have to choose. If you
don't choose, you've chosen more finally than
ever.

" It doesn't sound very much, I know, and
yet it's all I've got to show for ten years of
my life; and that's all due to the last fort-
night. The crisis of a long disease. Now
I'm clothed and in my right mind, but con-
valescent, very convalescent.

"Now you see the difference between us,
don't you ? You were born with all this some-
how ; it's an instinct with you. I don't in the
least know what you are after; but you